IV
FIAT JUSTITIA . . .
the barber who shaves me in the morning after the verdict—
no, we are not yet out of New Jersey—the barber sighs and
says:
"Now we shall never know" . . .
The room, the ceiling lit up with the reflection from the
snow, is in an annexe to what appears to have been a former
manor-house. . . . "Twenty years, thirty, forty years hence
some fellow will turn up and say he is the kidnapped child
... a crazy man, perhaps, or an impostor."
The barber had no moral doubt that the prisoner was
guilty. But it was not proved. No, it was not proved. All
Flemington, he says, feels that. There will be many that will
not sleep nights, thinking of it. He had not slept himself
that night. For thinking of it. ... "An impostor. . . *
Yes, but maybe the real child grown up. . . ." We shall
never know.
Had I noticed the place where the jury's coats and hats
were hung in the court-room? Right in a passage-way that
seethed with people; just convenient to slip a note into the
pockets. Had I seen the jury pushing through the crowds
in the hotel where they were supposed to be segregated. . . .
Segregated! . . . Huh! . . . There wasn't a juror, man
or woman, who had not been threatened again and again
with death if they did not bring in the verdict they had last
night brought in.
§
It is curious how one finds what one goes out to seek. In all
the thousands of people I jostled, sat, and ate with in those
sunny days of bright snowfall in the shining township I
hardly met one who did not agree with the barber—and
myself—in misgivings as to the verdict. How it might be
with the jury, I don't, of course, know. Certainly their
outer garments were accessible to all the world and? in the

